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ENYON'S FORTUNE
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( DANIEL

HIEN Danlel Kenyon, cashier
of the 1Sim Clty Boank, boaght
an automobile his neighbors,

Mo Simprons, who had tived nhext
fon: to him for ioventy-tive years,
juring which time they had been
ander the impression that they knew
Ul the 'ns and nute of his private
sffiiee, wors murprived and Bewilders
Wl by the sudden burst of extriva-
ghince. :

“Jow tha douce van he do @7 ex-
slalmied Henry Simpson, as he gosod
sut of the windew at the car that
maa chug-chugsing v front of JKen-

von's howse,  “He's net eontent with
L runabout; s & blg tonring car,
At on twenty=live hundied o yeay
slary! 1t beats mel"

WiHe's hesn working for the bank
slage to thicty vears" suggested Mos,
Bmpson,  “Don't  you  suppose he
javed somesthing fn all that tnes?

Anyway, there's the five thousand hin
ancle left hilm, That sught to Lo on-
yugh for an aute.'”

“You oukht to Itnew Dan Ilenyon
roll enough by thla time to realize
mo's not the kind to spond hall he's
worth for o fovemochine” doclawred
her huwband. ‘Tl bet that ear rost
ia yoar's salary at laasf, And o
for saving, you know Lhow much
ehanee he's hid to do that, Tliw
galory wien't but two thousand tiil

0 faw years ago, nnd hix wifie had
been an Invalld Tor Nfteen yoars
whken she die with doctor's hills
papning up Bigh.  Nol snach chanee

for big pavinge there’

Well, he's sursty the Inst mon
r'd have suspected of =uch an ex-
travaganes,'” sild Xrs,  Hiinpson,
"e's never beon the XKind to think
pf luxupries. Why, he's  alwiys
watclied avery penny. IMe must have
made a lat of monsy socho

vgfmall chanee nf o man in this goe-

pipy town getting hinldd of a lot of
money  without every kihwlihe
all about 4. Anyway, Kenron's
pover bheen lanps-montliad ahout bl
affaira.  He's never been ashomeed fo
Iet hia friends know about himself
Why, It was anly six monthe agn

that I heard him say the five thot-
pand he got from his uncie's estate
was pretty near all he had in th
world, And he's got the veputuation
of Leing us truthful n man ns eve
1ved. 8o, whot In blazes is he do-
fng with a tourving-oar?”

Ar he turned from the
goratehing hiz head In perplexity,
daughter came hurryving into
room. She had just returned
n call on some friends across
Btreet,

“TWhat do yvou suppozs Mr, Kenyon
har been doing?"' she exclaimed,

“Hean buylng an auto i
=other, with o touch of
“Didn't you supposs We Knew
by this time? If he can afford an
auto we ought to he golog around
In n gold chariot. But 1 guess your
father would have a falntineg spell 1
either of us happenad to hint at a

windas.
hilsg
the
froim

the

horse and bugey."
“}a's heen getting more than an
auto,” announced Miss  Simpson.

*The Beldens are going anhroad, and
he's rented thelr house, furniturs and
all, and the garage in the rear for his
machine,. Where on carth has he

becn getting all the money?"

J

UST as the first gray streaks in
the sky to the ecast were herald-
ing the approach of day, the

veird, nerve-racking wulls, which had

sounded intermittently since midnight
from the branches of a maple close
to the bedroom windows, Legan again.

Scarcely had the first melancholy
note shattered the frosty stiliness
when the back door was opened cautl-
pusly, and down the steps eame Cap-

bastily donned overcoat
nbout his neeck aud his
thrust into a pair ol well-worn carpet
slippers.

turned up

sack;

he tiptoed to the foot of the maple,

High up ia the branches above his
head, a furry clbor ball, crouched on
one of the gpreadivg limbs, showed

Lkim the position of the enemy

Tae captoin’s lips sel In grim de-
He held out the saucer

termination.

o! cream in entiving fushion,

usual gruliness, i

“Come, kitty, come!" he conxod, but
the black ball abovoe him. pesacssed,
1o the
true Inwardaess of the captain's sud-
venture
riecn
eyea stared down at him, as if already

1=
]

seemingly, of some inkling o

refused to
A pair of

den hospitality,
from {ls retreat.

they more thaa helf suspected
treachery he was planning.

chalr
slinrmd
mouth honging open in astonighment.

than hls silery o renul™
od,

nbout getiing fol
el
ali's Lisen
froous clothes!
Iy got rich somchow,”

ne
acrewing
ment.

mone
know
ever had, nud they've ali been dand

wne the
dong
Stmpsons were ns much In the dark
n= ever on that point.

Loy elea,

hi
spaken man nhout his affairs;, he nev-
o1
might give
Tndead,
that
onme
Money secmed
nature,

I forwurd and caught the black body by
tain Solomon feale, the collar of his | the nape of the neck,

bare fect! outraged feelings; vainly did it strug:
[glo to effectively use its teeth and
] claws.
In one hand hie bore a stout gunmy- | thrust it into the gunny-sack, the neck
in the other was a saucer of
eream, whiclk he balanced giogerly as | twine,

the
viliile he sztrove to work something
ke blandishment into a volce of un-

in n
Himpeon

with hia

MTer mother alumped dawn
with o guasp, while
nt hie  daughter
“Why,

cost him  more

he exelulin=

that will

ron'n Boan  talklne
wervants! Four of
Mira  Simpson.  "“And
petting  the most  gor-
Her futher has auro=

“And Ulara K

oried

“Well,

I'in Mnged 11 T know how
done 1 declared Bimpson,
up hie foce I bewllders

"He

een'l have Inherited any more
2 omused hilg wife, “hocatige wWo
nll about the few reliutives he
Nane of thetn hatl musa
1lo's Deen specnt
he's heen doine””

hanged!" Shtpon

s,
Ve, ANyWHy.
thiat's what
preculaling 1

Lad but manll soppecot for hin wifn's
viewe outelde the domali of houpe-
hold nffadrs, and he glared ot her
comttiEernthigly, I Know  that he
had lils five (hbueand  invested i
mortenges onty elx menths agn 1
he's beott able In thin short time (0
pull it out and tarn it pver 8o fast

that he's rich ennugh fo lve like &
millionnies he's done wWhat no othed
mnn cotiled e’

st Bave got [L samowhare,

S
where ™" deinandsd Mrs. Shmp-

veme too ensy, whoe had alwnvs look-

Wi mhabhy nhd edreworn, wak altready
beine regarided ng one of the P
cltl a of the community., Taoply
hogun to sponk of him as o milllon-
alre,  And he certainly» loaked the
piurt ns he and his danghter, hoth
winipped I expemsive  fuars,  noiled
through ths streeta of the town in

thelr big mctor car.

hig
question:
come from?"

But acquainiances
“Where

The

amons,  fll
constant
the money
S0 was avery-

himself, although
n frank, out-

As for Kenyon
hind alwnys heen

dropped #0 much as a word thot
n clue tn the mystery,
he was a changed man in
respect; he had suddenly bee
cloge-monuthed and toelturn.
to have chilled his
At least, it secemed to have

He took one cautious step forward,
and then another. Engrossed in the
feast before it, the cat paid not the
least attention to the stealthy ap-
proach. 1t was only when the eaptain
was close beside it, that it conde.
scended to turn its attention from the
cream, and then it was too late; for
the captain, with an agility surprising
fn o men of his years, suddenly leaped

Vainly did the cat give vent to it

In a trice the captain lad

of which he tied with a plece of stout

lnve It—io have nll the fine things
thit
kind of girl that ought to have them,
1
throush
could read e like a book.
nll
all the
might
T hated to he poor,
chntaed
nll
fithers
I'm n salfsh, frivolous girl,
and
comne, and I sre how old and
father looks after having worked so
Iong and so hard to gel It, T almornt
linte myseclf."

Panting, but triumphant, ho laid the
wriggling bundle, from which came

'the gounds of a lost goul in the deep-|ihrew himseli into his own berth to
|snateh what sleep he mlght before
it was time to start for Rockville with

est woe, upon the ground. He turned
to cast a hurried and guilty glance at
the windows of the house next door,

!half expocting to flud thero numerous by the sound of heavy footsteps on
|tim deck over his head.

protesting witnesses to hia perfidy;

'but the windows of the house next!
door remained disereetly curtained. Blair, his cook, but just come aboard,

Thanking his lucky stars for this de-
lloverance of his enemy Into his
tands, Capiain Beale plcked up the
sack, bore it Inte the house, and went
up-slairs to array himself somewhat

"more {ully.

It was only toco obvious that o man,
bearing o bundio of such Hyveliness ns

the | the sack bade fulr to be, could never
hope to go through the village stresto

Captain Beale put down tho saucer in broad daylight without attracting|
at the foot of the tree and moved | unpleasant

attention Lo

| covdially.
land early.
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dbn't knew,! returned Simpeon
tedeealy,  Thon after s momnent, &
piden clnnge of ¢ eelon  cnmo
v Tiis 1 . anid he added, "1 don't
Krow=n o 1§ turied l""'-'_‘"'I
Tile sifp seith o curlous ool I B8 kequatt him no peace of mind, for
avon und said no pnore, he tonked moer earcwortt thion ever.
Thrva and weelks passed without  31a was not much mors thin A0ty
srowime any Jight au the: ridille of® gy Plitn that old nen was
onven's sundden vige o opu- coming ool very rapldly,  New
1y thy eontrary it grew mora wielnllox lioudd cotre Lo his faes, andd
v perplexing. lite hodr wae fast turniig »whilte,
ol W= dovehier, o delieates His daughter spoke Trecly 1o her
I o ogirl of twenty-three o four,  fefende about her fathor's sudden
! fropn thelr siple home Into  proepority, but she never went into
the bip iWlden house, where they  the detalls regarding his affairs,
Lownn Welneg on o scale that was in- “No man ever dossrved  succoRs
dead lnxurians compnred with thelr mare than he she eald.  “He has
fopmer condition.  The little, bent,  waorked so hard for so niany years,
peny man, for whom Hfe had heen  gpna vet, with everything agnlnst him,

he has alwayve Leen so ambltious to
grt to the top.
he would win gome time.
yvear 1've told him so.
wlways sy

1 was always sure
Yenr nfter

And he would
Clara, I'll win
don’t care about
but 1 want you to

‘Yes,
time, 1
mhyEelf,

Hlne

money can  buy, Yeou're the

to
without

wnnt
lifa

don't

see you drageing
them.' Hn
He knew
wiaknesses,  And he knew
time, no matter how hard 1
try to hide it fraom him, that
He knew hoaw I
I longed for
more fortunnte
thelr daughters,
I know,
this monev has
warn

my

under It, how
things that
could glve

tha

now that all

Apparently siia had nevar wondered

for a moment where the morey hind
eome from,  She had e head o
bBusipoby  mattera, il had only 'n
sutsetie {des of whint her father’s dantiea

swore nt the Loankn Waenlth had

attddery ar il result of long

of hnrd work: that was o1l &he

about i, and ahe was not ingulelt

regarding the detalls of the achle
e

Ani:]

Vi

But ier lnck of enviosity as to how
her father hod accomplishad go naach
did not extend to his fellow lowhs-
men.  ¥or many o week it was the
chlef food for mossip wmong them,

People wondared why Kenyon still
atuck to hiz twenty-five-hundred-lol-
lur fob in the bank ginee his vise in
the world. They wondered, ton, why
guch o worrled look had eomas into
hig face, There were still other
things that perplexed them, One
wis the very evident fact that not
only wins Kenyon himsell showing
flene of bélng under a hard straing
but his daughter, tou, was beginnlng
to look worn and troubled. In the
tiret flush of prosperity she had not
shown It, but now it was rapidly
becoming more and more appuarent,

She  went out less among  her
friends, und the entectaining that she
had begun in her new home graodunlly
camie to nn end, Refore long she wias
very soldom seen outslde of her own
doar. Her father, ton, was hecoming
sllent and diemal, HEven the motor

enr lav, day after dny, In the gar-
age withont belpr pes?
=

PYou ean take my word for it
gela M Himpson to hin wife,
“thew's o King of trouble hraw.
Inge for Wenyor 3 dan't understend

whot, @i neither does anyvbody wise,
it e ag plaln ad day that things
are not right,  There are n ot of
WEIY rocs bepluning to fly wround,
bt I've nlways hod foith in Dan
IKenyon ond I hesitate to take any
gtocle of them. S5tiil, you Know |t
don't laok well for o simall-salaried
haunk employe to be hlassoming out
like n plutocrat, It naturally mnkes
folkks surplelons, 1f Kenyon hadn't
always been known asg the s=oul of
Bonesty there'd be gcven tuore talk
than there is'™

It was only a f=w daya later that
Augustus  Derger, president of the
Mim Clhy Benk, wag ushered Into
Shmpson's parlor,

syon've known Dan Kenyon for a
goold many years, Simpson,” hegun
erager, “I've come 1w ask you
what's your ides about this change
in his eclrcumsetances.  It's come to
the eara of myself and some of the
bank's stockholders that he's golng
n pretty sawift puece for o man on
his salary. il

What does it means
“How should 1 knoaw?' sald Simp-
gon.  “He must have got hold of a
lot of money somehow, but he's nevs
er told me where [t came from.'
“I've heen taking some observatlons
the last few davs,' suld Berger sol-
emnly, "iand I've discovered that
Kenyon haa heen living at n rate of
ut least flve times whiet his salary

amounts ta, It would taks a fore
tune of soimething ke two hundred
thousand dollare to bring him In
enough of an ineome for that, and (t's
plain that nobody's been leaving him
nny such sum, Now, where's all the
money coming from? He munt have
pllen of i, for he'sn not tha mon whao
would npend all his Income, All his
Nes he hons llved well within his
means, putting aslda a few dollars
every month for a ralny dny. You
might any he's Leen apeculating, but
1 huve good evidence that he didn®t
have bLut a few thousand dollars In
the world o few months ngo, and it
would take a Napoleon of finance to
maka n big fortune In the stock mnr-

kot in that npnea of time on such
small beginninga. What'e nore, ha
ean't he speculating very heavily,

when he never goes anywhere but to
the bank. 1've hnd him watched.”

“Well,” eald Simpson, “It's your
affulr, not mine. All I can aay l= that
i and everybody that knows him
have always had faith !n his honess
-‘}..u

“I'm nnt saying anything agalnat
his honesty,” snapped Berger, “I'm
fuet wondering; that's all, I don't
bhalisve he's been robbing the bank,
{or we've heen having the books gone
aver, and they're gtralght, He couldn’t
fonl the examiners.  His accounts
aren't short a dollnr”

“1¢ I were you 1'd ask him," sug-
gested  Blmpson:  “That's the slm-
plest way.

“That's Juet what T've done sald
Perger, “And he told me It was his
own affalr, and that as long a= his
aceounte At the bank were stralght
1 ousgtht to be satisfled. 8ald I
wonldn't believe him even {f he did
tell me. Now, I've always liked Ken-
vor, He's a gond cushler and T'd
hute to Ilose him, but all this gos-
sip ien't good for the bLank. What's
mare, oven If T have faith In him my-
gelf, anme of the stockholders nre in
n mighty susplelous frame of mind
in epite of what the books show."”

Pargoar continued for wacks to pry
ir:te hlg cashier's private affairs, al-
though he gaitied very little enlight-
enment from the effort. But ons
thing his detectives found out was
thnt Kenyon's daughter had become
alarmingly 1.

That dldn't seam to have any bear-
ing upon the mystery of her father's
opulence, but It might account, per-
haps. for the rapid change that had
enme over him—for his haggard fen-

tures, his heavy cyes, and his con-
atant expresslon  of anxiety and
dread,

“Her caga 1a hopeless.™ he told some
Inquiring friends, “The diseass has
been developing steadlly for a long
time. She may linger on for weeks
—perhaps months—but the specialists
tell me it's incurable.”

Tt wnr nlmost a year from the time
that Kenyon had startled his neigh-
bors by moving Intn his new home
that his daughter dled. And it was
only n few hours before she passed
away that he received notice that the
bank would require hig services no
longer. The protests of the stock-
holders had grown too strong for
Berger to withstand.

..A—-_‘

The day after the funeral Kenyon

walked into Berger's office at the
bank. In one luxurious yeur he hadl
hecome an old man, white-hairod,
emaciated, Infirm, and the heavy,
deep-art eyes that regarded Berger
peersd out from a fuce white and
drawn,

“Mr. Barger, I've rome to set my-
eelf right here, 1 don't eare whether
1 have to give up iy placse or not,
I've pussed the polnt wheee anyvthing
wiatters one way or the other. Huf
I've heen undar suspiclon here, and
as nn honest man [ want to kecp my

reputation elean,
“Fou've been wondering where I
got the moticy to live ag 1've heen

doing the last year, 'm golng to tell
You. A year ago I had fAve thous
sand dollars, inherited from an un-
ele, 1 had thres thousand dollars I
haid suved—the navings of thirty yeara
=thirty, long, hord yeaurn of grind.
There wasn't a year when [ didn't
pave o Httle, sven when I was got-
ting only twelve dollara a week,
That mude eight thousand dollars,
Mr. Berger, and 1 rilsed a little mara
on my life-lnsuranes, 1 got a few
hundreda more by  selling  somea
Jewelry my grandmother left., and a
little more by running Into debt,
And besldes that, I had my salary.
That guve me enough 1o llve as I'va
been dolng. I'll show you my pri-
vate accounts If you're not sitlefled.™

You menan to say that wan all you
had=—and that you spent 1! Berger
wis guplng up at hlin in amazsement,

“That was all 1 had" enld Ken-
yon, “and I spent It—epont every dol-
lar of it."

“"But—I don't understand why von
should have done that,” stammerasd
Berger.

“Perhaps you never will understand,
Mr. Berger—unlesas you know swhat it
meana to be told you've got to loss
the only person in the world you eare
about. A year ago the doctors found
that my daughter had an Incurabie
digease. It hadn't developed then
enough to affect hHer much, but they
knew nothing would loosen ita grip
on her, They told me she might live
a year at the very longest. So 1
made up my mind 1'd do all I could
for her that year—and I've done |t
My daughter had always had un,
bounded faith Iin my ability to climb
tn the top. She'd always looked for
ward to a time when I would he
rich and when we shonld have the
luxuries of life, without having to
watch the pennles all the time,
*You'll get there some time, father'
she would say, and 1 could =ee how
that ambitlon had got hold of her
and worked Itselt into her life tlll
it was her consiant thought and hope.

‘0, when the doctors told me sha
eouldn't live more than a year, I
gald to myself, 'She'll have her am-
bitlon realized, anyway.'

“It wasn't s much the luxuries
she wanted after all. Tt was to sea
her faith in me justified. Tt was only
the other day that she said, ‘Father,
1 don't care o much what happens
to me now that you've got up to tha
top.’

"That's how It was, BMr.
and It was worth It."”

Berger-a

FOOD FOR SKEPTICS

By JOHN BARTON OXFORD

\
morning the captain was not without

: Ieis
a certain breathless anxicty as he hur- | the

ried along the silent, deserted streets,
the gunny-suck over his shoulder and |
the cat within it sending out soulful
protests every step of the way.
Indeed, it was only when he gained
the dock, scrambled abonrd the Lu-
cindn, and tossed his burden uncer-
emoenlously into the spare stateroom
of the little cabin, that he found
cournge to draw a long breath.
“There, drat ye!" he apostrophized
the sack, “sguall your in'ards out now
for all 1 care or for all the gooi it
will do ye! 1Il learn ye to come
sneakin’' round thut maple by my bed-
room every night I try to stny wshore,
keepln’ me awake with your infernil
yowlin'. Go on; keep it up now; don’t
mind me! Have your fun while you
can. 1 eallate you've pretty nigh
vowled your last yowl, and spit your
last spit. 1 sum, 1'd heave you over-
bhoard now, if It wa'n't for the tide
tokin' you mshore and them Rider
folks next door gettin' suspicious that
[ drowned ye. 1'll jest keep ye trussed
up in the bag till we git outside, and
then over you go llke the wuthless
carcass you are, | guezs likely next
time 1 stay ashore liere in my own
house I'll git a little mors peace, B8O
fur as you are concerned, anyway."
He slammed the door of the spare
stateroom, orossed the cabin, and

the cargo.
He was awakened somewhat later

He arose
gnd went up the companionway to
fAud hls two foremasi hands, and Joe

He degcended to the cabin, opened
stateroom-door and drew out the
sack., With much voeal effort, the
unwilling tenant had well-nigh
hausted itself, but as the bag was
lifted it summoned suMeient gpirit to
send up a Jast wail that would have
killed the last spark of pity In the
captain’s heart, had such a spark ex-
isted.

As It was, he stolidly carried the
bag to the deck, and looked about for
u convenlent plece of scrapdron to
serve as sinking-weight.

He was intent on his task of so-
curely lushing a plece of spare chain
to the neck of the bug when Joe Blulr,
with a basket of dirty dishes on his
arm, c¢ame up from the cabin. He
spled the captain seated on the hitts
forwurd and made his way thither.

“What you goin' to do with that,
cap'n?’ he demanded.
Captain Beale went on with his

work without so much g looking up.
“I'm goin' to heavo this bag over,”
said he.
“S80? What yor got in the bag?"
The contents of the bag answered
for itself. There came from its depth

down the basket of dishes and looked
accusingly at his superior

“I's a cat,” he suld.

Captaln Beale bristled. Hard lines
appeared about the corners of his
mouth,

“Well, what of that?"” said he.

“What you goin' to do with that
cat? the cook guestioned In a tone
that boded trouble.

"Do with 1t?"” the captain snapped.
“"What do you s'poge. D'yer think I

|I'n goin® to do jest what I told yer

“All right, boye,”' he greeted them I was—lenve It overboard.”

“Glad you gol here bright

right off.
U8 now.
lLook alive there,
them lines.'”

for'ard,

In & few moments the Lucinda was foot, and

May as well git under way | pushed

Tide's eettin’ jest l‘!i':hl for | geratehed his head in doubtful fashion. of a scrape if you'd drownded her."
Git breakfast goin', Joe. It was plain he wanted to speak his|

Joo Blair's brow darkened,

buek his soiled cap and

doing so. He shifted from foot to

looked helplessly at the

drifting with the tide away from the bauket of dishes at his feet,

dock, and presently, with all sall set,
ghe went careening across the bay | I aln't exuctly what yeu'd coll a su- them that trip.

toward the open sea.
It was after ho had eaten ono of

Bimself. g-m Blair's exccllent breakinsts that| ties.
Ils:

“Siy," he ventured at lengih, “say,

nln't sayin’,
nelther, that I ain’t got my pecullarl-
But 1 was on & vessel once—

|]wrz-:litluus man, which

aptain Beale's mind returned to the|the old Btarlight, bound for Mara-| sence.

ex- |

a wall of misery that would bhave|
melted the heart of an Idol. Joe
Dlair started perceptibly. Ha set

waA goin' to use It for a figger-head? |

He]

luck to heave n cat over, no nmuer‘

where it came from, nor how it Bot
aboard. Say, what color 48 1t2"

“Black,"” sald the captzin with in-
cautious truth.

Joe Blair fairly gasped. "Black!" he
eried. “Say, you don't mean you'd
heave a bluck eat overbourd, do ye?"

“I ain't so terrible partial as to
colors,” was the captain’'s sardonic
I'eRpONSe,

“Don’t you go to heavin’ no black
cats oft'n this schooner!” the cook
gaid in a shaking voice.

Heale  stiffened. “Se heres, you
blasted grease-skimmer,” he bellowed,
“I'm cap'n of thig erift. You want to
remember that, 1 shall most proba-
hily do shout as I'm mind to, and that
biasted cut 18 goin' over—see?”

“If she does,” the cook threatened,|trip, I dunno as I should want to go|
"'l git out of this schoouner—see'f |to sea again in this schooner, if the |
I'll git out of her as soon as|cat wa'n't along," the cook confided,

I don't.

jcat's presence,

weather that Joe Blair ascribed to the

more or less trouble the last trip, had
stopped, it was the cat—according to
Joe. Nothing but the cat saved one
of the foremast hands from serious
injury when he fell from aloft, and,

| by something in the nature of a mira-

cle, landed unhurt upon his feet omn
the deck. Again it was the cat that
steered them into a school of pollock,
and brought the cook the luck of land-
ing some hundred and fifty pounds of
them as he trolled a llne astern.

Day by day the cat's benign Influ-
ence grew apace; and day by day
Captain Beale waxed more wroth and
disgusted.

“Say, after the luck we've had this

we git to Rockville—if we eyer do,”!and the remark set Captain Beale to

|he ended gloomlly.

| The threat struck Captaln Beale in
!a vulnerable spot. The one Lonst of
| hils olherwise modest nature was of
{the superiority of Li!s cook. All too

well he remembered the galley regime |
bhefore Joe BDBlair had ehipped with|

him. All too well he pictured the
soggy biscults and the greasy hash
of Joe's predecessor. TWhat mattered
the cat's presence fir a few days,
anyway? He could manage to take
{the pest ashore when they arrived at
Rockville and loae {L somewhere. The
main thing was to get rid of It
Where or how were secondary con-
siderations. Therefore Captain Beale
unbent.

“Well, if you're so terribly touchy
about [t, take the critter Into the
galley, then,” he commanded, "and

|we git to Rockville,”

"I tell ye I ain't what you'd call a
superstitious man,” the cook relter-
|ated, "but you'd got into some kind

He picked up the sack and alouched

Cast (Jﬁlmind. aud vet felt some hesitancy in ) off toward the galley. Captain Beale,

I'with a grunt of disgust, ag8 much for
|his own weakness as for the cook's,
| stalked aft to the wheel.

It was ideal weather that followed
The wind held falr
und brisk; the fogs, usually prevalent
in those waters In the early spring,
were conspicuous only by thelr ab:

away & few poaces. There was a light | Therefore, 28 soon as the captain hndlnpurg stateroom and the sack therein. |caibo, it was—anid they had a cat| friends with the eat and fed it upon
movement of the branches, the sound |completed a hurried tollet, he came|He urose from the table, and, thrust:|aboard that took sick, and they hove the best the lockers afforded.

of outspread claws upon the bark,
trunk came the cat,

and down the

sniffed suspiclously the contents of |
the saucer, and then began to lick the
cream with a rellsh that was most
spparent.

The grim expresslon upon Captain
Beale's tace became more pronounced.

inta the kitchen, took up the sack,
and while yet the town was wrapped
In glumber, made his way to tho
water-front, where his schooner, a lit.
tlo eraft of some hundred tons, lay at
the doclk, her cargo of potatoes aboard,
all ready to eail with the moraing tide,

But even im the half-light of eerly

ing hig head out of the companionway,

‘mentally noted the schooner's posi-
tion. Ifar away the ahore was but a
llmz}' blue line;
port bow loomed the gray shaft ol
the lighthouse on Flat Island. The
captain chuckled.

told himself,
|it ashore from bere.”
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it overhoard; and after that-
“Yes, yes, I koow," the captain in.
torrupted drritably. “You've told me

|'l'hvl‘u ain's nothin' ke that goln® to
happen this time. This ain't the
ship's eat, It's ope I fetched aboard

‘'This {8 as good as any place,” he | a purpose 1o drowned."”
“The tide'll never washl

“Tt don't make no difference,” the
cook maintained doggedly. “It's bad

| “Havin' a good run of it this trir.
aln't we, cap'n?"' he observed to Heale
tha third day ont, with a grin that

while just over the|nll uliour that once or twice before, ansered the captain.

| “Couldn't be better as I gee," the
skipper replied.

“Know what mokea 1t?" tho cook
lr|1u-url(mr-d. with a meaning jerk of hls
hend, “It's the cat.”

Nor was it only the propitivus

thinking and planning.
Plainly the cat was becoming all
teo popular. She bade fair to be a

was done to shadow her with dis-
repute. Somehow or other suspicion
must he brought to rest on her. Cap-
tain Beale meditated long and deeply.

“lI don't want to lose such a cook,
and I'll be eternally cussed if I'll have
a cat aboard,” he ruminated. I
guess likely the best way out of it is

tc have something nulucky happen |

while she's aboard. Something un-
|lucky, that's the ticket,” he repeated
|with & chuckle, a plan already be-
ginning to unfold itself to his mind.
Long that evening Captain Beale sat
before the llttle table in the ecabin,
| iguring laboriously.
| *She's got to go on the ways before

keep her thers out of my sight until | long and have some new plank in|
'her bottom, anyway,” he mused, the!

while & smile ol satisfaction wreathed
his homely face. He consulted an al-
manac at his elbow. "“Now, if she
was to hit Shovel Rip Ledge to-mor-
rer, say about six in the evenin', the
wust she'd do would be to hang there
till high tide, long about nine, and,
maybe, pound out a plank or two.

this trip as any. That's the ticket;
let her pound out & couple of plank

while she's hangin’' on the ledge—
Jest enough to git her leakin' so'st

{all hands, includin’ the cook, will have
In the galley Joe Blalr made|to work the pumps for dear life the

rest of the way to Rockville, and then
let's see what becomes of that cussed
cat's reputation. 1'll bet they'll heave
her over themselves."

To ald the captain In his plan, the
{next afternoon n groy mist began to
|rise from the sea. Steadily it thick-
‘ﬂml. until by five o'clock it was an
Impenetrable pall. In the bow the
fog-horn in the hands of the lookout
bhoomed and bar-r-r-hed in monotonous

When they discovered |
ithe old leak, that had caused them |

lof listening.

Sho might jest as well go on the ways |

- -

through the dun-colored walls that
had closed about them. Captain
Beale glanced into the blnonacle,

headed the schooper a point farther
to the south'ard, and grinned.
Presently by the bitts he could sea
the lookout straining his ears be-
tween the blasts of the horn, evidently
listening intently. Full, well the cap-
taln knew to what he was listenlng;
for already through the mist he could
hear the distanct moan of the whis-

tling-buoy, which marks the outer
edge of Shovel Rip Ledge.
The spund grew steadily plainer.

Captain Beale's grin widened. At last
the lookout hailed:

“Whistlin"-buoy dead ahead, sir!"

The skipper made a great pretensa
“l don’t hear it,” he de-
clared, and held his course. Tha
lookout seemed a trifle uneasy. In a
moment he was halling once more:

“There It goes ngain, sir. Whistlin'-
buoy dead ahead!"

Captain Beale nffected a fine scorn.

'“T don't hear no whistlin-buoy," ha
|maintajned, "but I can hear soma old

[reighter groanin' off then
The lookout's next hail, which fol-
lowed almost Immediately, wis a wild

vell, while he tore aft at hia best
speed.

“Areakers, sir, right under her
bow!" he howled. And then the

schooner struck.

There was a shock, a jolt, a grind-
| ing sound, The littla craft shivered
|from stem to stern, Up the galley
| companionway came tumbling the

permanent fixture unless something|

ook.

“Lord help us!" he velled as the
famillar groan of the whistling-buoy
smote his ears from close quarters.
“We've hit Shovel Rip Ledge!"

There was another bump-—a series
of bumps; the schooner stopped,
surged ahead, then stopped again.
Then the grinding beneath her keel
began once more; slowly she forged
ahead. They could plainly hear the
surge under her bows.

“Judas Priest!" ghouted the amazedl
skipper. "What do you make of that?
Dummed if we haln't hit Shovel Rip
Ledge, and gone clean over it! Btarg
the pumps, quick!"

In a trice the pumps were shrieking
their protests.

"How much water's she takin'?" the
skipper demanded.

| “Not a drop, sir,” the men at the

pumps answered,

Captain Beale wiped his forehead.
For a time he stood staring stupidly
at the binnacle before he put the
schooner back on her course.

Then the cook came running aft
with a black, furry body in his arms.

“Bay, wlll you believe it now?" he
shouted. “Ain’t there something in it
Would you ever got off'n that ledge,
much more gone over it. If it hadn't
been for the cat? Aln't it n speclal
providence you fetched her? Il tell
| ye ome thing, | aln't goln' to sea again
{on thls schooner, nor no other, wilh-
lout a black cat aboprd."

The skipper burst into a great roar
(of laughter, which left the cook star-
Ing at him in open-monthed wonder

“You win,” sold Captain Bealp,
'when he hod somewhat recovered his
[breath. “I'm most heginnin® to think
myself there's somethin' in it. Thae
ieat slays abeard.”
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